A LITTLE GIRL LOST

shock, as though someone had hit her hard in the
middle, and then she had grown suddenly quite hard,
like one of the beetles, and had gone off for her basket
without even saying she was sorry to the Spotted
Stone, or pinching herself, or going three times round
the right way. And while she was on her way, going
farther away from it, trotting between the houses and
through the gap in the wall and on down the steep
paths to the lower slopes of the hill, it had still been
fine and clear, and she had still felt hard and angry.

She had picked till the basket was nearly full and as
heavy as she could get back with easily. And then,
very quickly, shadows had crept up and swept over
her and the hills, and it had grown colder, and then the
mist had begun to come, blowing thinly along from
all ways at once, dizzying her. It had taken that much
time for the sun to know what she had done to the
Spotted Stone.

But it was still fairly easy to see, and only a little
frightening, when she heard voices, coming on them
suddenly round a corner of the hill. There were men
standing together, more of them than the fingers of
both hands three times over. They had swords and
spears and wicker shields, the blue war-stain on their
faces, and crows' feathers in their hair; so she knew they
were enemies, and then, because she was still such a
little girl, she had squeaked once, like a mouse in a
trap. One of them had looked round and jumped for
her* She ran, clinging to her basket still, scuttering,
blind-eyed, down the sheep paths with the enormous
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